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CHAPTER HI.

fevB IMP

"Speed; and let vie live.1"

The 17th day of September, 1719,
dawned on-th- e bay of 1 'ensacola with a
slight fog, dim and gray , hovering over
the water and fringing; with fantastic
trailing festoons the sho res of tli9 island.
The fort on the bill behind the town
loomed up quite grandly and showed the
projecting muzzles of its heavy guns,
while the fleet in. the bay and the earth-
works on the island ave an appearance
of great military to the little
Spanibh post. Doubtless a feeling of
perfect Becunty possessed the garrison,
for there was no sign of unusual vigi-
lance, albeit on the ev ening before some
Indian runners had itome in to assure
them that the French vrere advancing by
both land and sea.

The commandant at Pensacola was not
aware that the Compte do Champmeslin
had Bienville's little army at
Jlobile with a fleet of three ships of the
Una, nor that a strong force of Indians
had been induced to join in an expedition
against Pensacola by land. The routine
of military discipline was kept up in a
perfunctory way, while both the officers
and men of the Spanish garrison gave
themselves over to the dreamy and re-

laxing influence of the climate. "When off

fluty they lounged in picturesque groups
under the grateful shade of the trees, or
Eought the rude amusements offered by
the low roofed buildings wherein gaming
tmd drinking were indulged in by tho
very officers whose orders prohibited such
"indulgence.

To Paulino life grew more irksome
and depressing day by day. After the
interview recorded in the foregoing chap-
ter she saw no more of Cortes for a long
time. Tho Dona'Hortense, after exhaust-
ing every means in her power to distract
tho girl's thoughts from tho subject of
going to Mobile, had given over tho task
in bitter grief and disappointment. This
gavo Don Alphonso most excellent ex-

cuse, as he seemed to think, for much
sarcasm at his wife's expense.

"Your daughter," he was fond of say-
ing, "is certainly a model of dutifulnesa
and gratitude. Just see how she honors
all your wishes."

"She is a girl, Alphonso, as I was once
a girl. Sho has seen a man to love, as I
did. He has beckoned, as you did, and
the would follow, as did L Will you
tell mo how much I honored my moth-

er's wishes when"
"Not much when you married me.

That is true," ho interrupted with a
fiugh which was devoid of mirth. "But
after all havo you not done fairly well?"

"Perhaps then Paulino might do fairly
well if bhe could go to her lover."

"Let her go to him; her lover is Capt.
Cortes."

"She does not love him."
"Well, but bho ought to love him; her

life is his. ho snatched it from tho very
jaws of death. It is base ingratitude, it
is soulless perfidy, in her to reject him."

"Xou do not understand women."
"Yos, I understand them. This is no

very rare instanco of their utter lack of
a high sense of obligation. Every dic-

tate of conscience, every impulse of un-

selfishness would force a high soulcd
woman in Pauline's place to give herself
to the one who so nobly earned the right
to hor love."

"But sho loves another."
"Loves another? There is the gross

selfishness I spoke of. Sho is thinking
all the time of herlf. That's tho way
vuth a woman. True gratitude, noble
unselfishness would address itself to

the happiness of her chivalrous
and brave deliverer. All she cures for,
however, is to gratify her own love."

"And what a terrible mistake she
sometimes makes by so doing!"

"Granted," said Don Alphonso, rising
and making a superb obeisance befoio
his wife. He took his departure without
further remark.

Paulino was compelled to overhear
most of this conversation, as sho sat in
an adjoining room, and it came just at
tho mo-V- nt when it could affect her
most strangely. With tho swiftness of
light her thoughts Hashed back over all
the kindness and unselfish nobleness of
Cortes, from the moment when he
took her in his arms amid the boil-

ing waes down to the present, and
something like a chill of self abhorrence
ran through her breast. She had not
beon kind to Cortes, nay. she had been
bitterly unkind to him, it now seemed to
her. She had been absorbed in herself
without room in her heart for any
thought, savo that of "gratifying her
own love," as Don Alphonso had said.
How far from home she was, and all
alone, with such a burden in her heart!
Tho tension upon her nerves was greater
now than at the time when sho was
clinging to tho splintered spar in mid-se- a.

Again and again the words of young
Cortes came to her: "I would sacrifice
more than life, I would cast away honor,
for you!" His proud, fine, passionate
face, with it3 sudden flash of strange
pallor after its heat of momentary anger,
haunted her vision. Sho had not ex-

pected to see him again; but early on
tho raoroing of the 17th he came to the
huse and asked to see her.
' She met him with distrust of both her-

self and him. He was pale and his eyes
showed that recently he had been suffer-- .
xng.

"I have come, mademoiselle." he be-

gan at once, speaking in the manner of
one who acts under the force of ill

emotion with the necessity of

haste upon him, "I have come to do
what I cannot help doing, what I have
struggled not to do, but what cannot be
resisted. Mademoiselle, I love you." In
the old knightly style he went down upon
his knee, his sword clanking against the
floor. "I adore you, and I must tell you
so. What word have you for me, made-

moiselle? Speak and let me live or die."
Pauline could not command herself.

She sat silent, the stupor of an over-
whelming embarrassment upon her.

"I have tried to stay away from you,"
he went on, "but I have not been able to
do it. You have filled my whole life; I
can think of nothing but you. Oh, made-
moiselle, mademoiselle, do not hate me,
do not spurn me when I love you bo!"

"I do not hate you, I do not spurn
you, Capt. Cortes," she exclaimed, the
effort sending a rich sympathetic timbre
into her voice. "You have been so noble
and so good you have done so much
for me."

His face took on a look of hope and he
reached forth his hand to take hers.

In those days melodramatic things did
happen. The jarring thunder of a heavy
cannon rolled up from the bay and
shook the house from roof to founda-
tion. Another and another crash were
followed by the heavy pounding sound
of falling round shot. Cortes was too
good a soldier not to respond instantly
to tho summons of battle. In a moment
ho had sprung to his feet and wa3 stand-
ing in a hearkening attitude. Like some
perfect actress in a tragedy, more than
like a startled girl in real life, Pauline
sprang forward and flung out her arms
with a cry more of joy than of terror.

"They have come! They are here!"
she exclaimed. "They have attacked
the town!"

Corte3 did not hear her words; he saw
only her wondrously lovely face and her
arms outstretched toward him.

"Darling!" he cried, and clasped her
close to his bosom.

Again, like the bursting of a thunder
jtorm, the cannons roare-- out their start-
ling detonations. Trumpets were Bound-
ing and in every direction arose the noise
and bustle of soldiery making ready for
battle.

Cortes pressed one long kiss upon Pau-
line's lips and rushed forth to do his duty,
leaving the dazed and trembling girl
standing in the middle of the room.

The fleet of the Coinpte de Champme3-li- n

had sailed into the bay and was pour-
ing broadside after broadside against tho
slight works on the island, while at the
same time Bienville, at the head of 600
men, was hastening by land to attack the
fort on the hill behind the town.

The Dona Hortense, very little excited
by an experience not in the least new to
her, came into the room and put her
motherly arms around Pauline. Tho
girl returned the caress with a fervor
born of the emotion that was making
wild tumult in her breast. To her every
cannon shot as it bellowed and boomed
told a sweet story of hope and love. She
fancied that it was Louis Doucet's hand
that was firing every gun; she even im-

agined that she could hear his voice,
vague and far, but clear and sweet above
the general din, calling to her to havo
courage.

"He is coming! He is here!" she cried
with her head on the dona's shoulder.

"Be quiet, my child," was the calm
answer; "we cannot know what may be
tho end of this."

They went to the window and looked
out to see tho heavy ships drawing in
toward the town and firing as they came.
The Spanish fleet was at anchor close to
the main land shore in such a position
that its guns were unavailable. Soon
enough the battery on the island was
quite silenced, while at the same time
arose the sound of guns and musketry in
the direction of the fort on the hilL

The dona recognized the battle yell of '

the Indians who were fighting under
Bienville. She had heard that savage
cry before, and knew well its meaning.

"The Holy Virgin shield us if they suc-

ceed," she murmured, showing excite-- 1

ment for the first time.
"Oh, but they must succeed, they must

not fail!" cried Pauline. "And see! the
ships are taking down their colors the
French have won! Oh, Louis! Louis!"

In the hysteria of her joy sho turned
and ran out of the house and down the
little street toward the strand.

Boats well manned were putting out
from the French vessels to come ashore.
Meantime the firing at tho fort on the
hill was thick and heavy, and tho Indian
allies of Bienville were making tho air
hideous with their howling. j

Pauline had rarely been abroad in Pen- - j

sacola, and tho streets, such as they were,
were quite unfamiliar to her. She had
run forth without any definite object in
view, though a vaguely outlined thought
of finding Louis Doucet among tho as-

sailing soldiers was certainly uppermost
in her mind. Tho dona followed her,?
but so swiftly did she fly she was soon',
out of sight.

'

"Oh, my poor, poor child," wailed tho
old woman, stopping all out of breath i

j

and wringing her hands.
While she stood there Capt. Corte3, j

leading a small body of men, approached
her. Tho intrepid young officer, seeing
that his vessel must fall into the enemy's
hands, had hurried his crew into the
small boats and brought them ashore
with a view to taking possession of a
small block house in the upper part of
the town.

"You here!" he exclaimed with the
bluntness and sternness of authority.
"And where is Mile. Pauline?"
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"MadesnoiseiU, count teiik me.n
"She is gone I do not know where

sho ran away Oh! Oh!" moaned the
trembling and weeping woman.

"Gone!" he echoed. "Gone! which
way? Wliere? Tell nie be quick!"

Dona Horteue simply lifted her hands
and closed litem over her ears, as if to
shut out the dreadful sounds of thefight- -
ing. The earth seemed to rock and pal
puace, in r was &mpnurou5 wuu tne
anitinc tiims ot nowaer smoke.

"Yonder is the young lady," exclaimed
one of the men, pointing with his cutlass.

Pauline was standing in the middle of
the little street apparently bewildered.
Her head was bare and her long bright
hair was floating on the wind. She was
an apparition to makea man forget battle
and danger and death. Cortes ran to her
and laid his hand on her arm.

"Mademoiselle," he said, very firmly,
but with infinite tenderness, "come with
me."

Then he turned to his men and bidding
them follow, he started toward the block
house.

Suddenly he thought of the dona. De-

lay was full of danger at the moment,
but he halted again and sent a man to
bring the old woman, who still stood
weeping where he had left her.

As the little company resumed its
march toward the block house, a great
increase of the din was observable up at
the fort and at the same time a body of
men came charging down the street that
ran from the hill to tho beach of the bay.
This was a small detachment of French
soldiers, headed by a tall young officer,
who swung his sword around his head
and encouraged his followers by the most
vivacious example and spirit.

Cortes saw that it wa3 too late to reach
the block house. He quickly put the
women in the rear and formed his men.

Pauline's eyes had seen and recognized
the young French leader.

"Oh, Louis! Louis!" Cortes heard hei
cry out. "Here I am. Come! Come!"

Did the French efficer also really hear
her? It appeared so, for with a loud
shout he leaped forward and hurled him-
self with his men down upon the now
closely marshaled Spaniards. In an in-
stant had begun a close and deadly
struggle, a hand to hand combat with
sword and musket butt.

CHAPTER IV.
Pauline found herself in the arms of

her watchful guardian, the dona, who
was praying and crying at the same
time. They were rudely pressed back-
ward by the recoil of the men when the
French detachment struck them at full
charge. There was a crash of blows and
a volley of horrible oaths mingled with
cries of rage and pain. A man came
reeling out of the crowd and fell at Paul-
ine's feet, where he writhed for a mo-

ment, with the blood leaping from a
wound in his neck, and died face down-
ward, bitiug the sand of the street.

The nearest house was a low mud
daubed structure, the rudest form of
dwelling in use by the colonists. Tho
door stood open with the threshold on tho
level of the ground. Into this dark room
Dona Hortense pushed Pauline, just in
time to escape a volley of pistol shots fired
by a half dozen of the Frenchmen. The
Compte de Champmeslin had run his
ship3 in cloe to the mainland, and now
began raking the town with broadsides at
short range. The balls went bounding
along the ground and tearing through the
frail buildings, with that peculiar sugges-
tion of resistless energy so well remem-
bered by every experienced soldier. The
roof overhead was shattered. Down from
along, ragged, diagonal rent fell a shower
of boards and splinters.

"Holy Mary, save us!" prayed tho
dona, sinking upon her knees and lifting
her clenched hands.

Pauline, strange to say, felt no fear.
From the beginning sho had been in that
numb and bewildered state which often
comes upon one in tho midst of over-
whelming danger. She went to the door-
way and looked out. The combatants,
French and Spanish, were all mingled
together, fighting hand to hand, without
regard for discipline or order. Blows
were falling thick and fast; swords
clashed with swords; clubbed blunder-buse-s

rose and fell with such sounds as
would, under ordinary circumstances,
sicken the strongest heart. She looked
on, possessed by a subtile fascination,
feeling little of the true horror of the oc-- !

casion. With the strange double power
of the mind at such times she was not--

ing every detail of the struggle befoio
her, while at the same instant she re-

membered all the long series of events
by which she had been led to take upon
herself this life of incomparable excite-
ment and danger. The vines and gar-
dens of Provence, with tho roses and the
odors; the dear old days of love and joy;
tho sunshine, the shade, the moonlight
on the dusky orchards; the church bells
and all the sweet incidents and accidents
of home life, came upon the field of her
vision and shimmered befoie her, dream-
like and yet so real, a fine idealization
of her girlhood's dearest experiences.

Through the roar of cannon and the
clangor of swords, above the yelling of
wild savages and the oaths of Christians,
she heard the bubbling of. the Rhone and
the mellow songs of tho nightingales in
the leafy, odorous closes beyond the
Avignon. Sweet words tfciat Louis Dou-
cet had murmured in her ear, the pres
sure of his hand, the betrothal kiss, a
thousand touches of sentiment and of
gentle romance thrilled her again. And
yet there ero the pools of blood in tho
street, red pools that slowly sank away
into the sand, and there were the fiercely
struggling men trampling their dying
fellows as they fought. Strange that
the fragrance of the early autumn roses
growing and blowing in a neighboring
plot should have impres-e- d her senses at
such a time, but the sweet breath came
over the scene of terrible passion and
brought into her consciousness its touch
of pleasure despite the awful strain of
what she was witnessing,

Louis Doucet and Capt. Cortes met face
to face and crossed swords near the mid-
dle of the little street. The Spaniard
knew his man. Pauline's cry of recogni-
tion awhile ago had told him who was tho
swift footed and handsome young leader
of the French detachment. As for Dou-

cet, he knew nothing more than that an
enemy worthy of his steel was before
him. A voice that he had heard a few
moments before had seemed to him to
utter his name with a sweet tenderness
that recalled in some strange way the
homesickness of his first year of absence
froul France. It was no time for gentle
reflections now; the voice could not really
have called him, he thought, and the mere
flash of nostalgie passed as quickly as it
came. His sword rang sharp and clear
on that of Cortes. The two men glared
at each other, the concentrated hatred of
years of war and lwtrdship burning in
their eyes. The meaning of such a look
can never fall short of death.

They were well matched in every way.
Cortes was a trifle the taller, but Doucet
appeared rather more compactly built
tlian his adversary. Both were sufii- -

ciently heated by previous exertion to
make their blood swift and their mus-
cles readv.

No time was lost; the fight was des- -

from wianir. neither com
c .i.iu -

rusbing upon "and bearing "down the
other. Both, however, discovered very
soon that it was necessary to have a care
for self defense as well as for attack.
They fenced furiously and adroitly,
neither giving an inch, utterly forgetful
of what was going on around them,
their whole souls focused, so to speak, in
the one desire to kill and, by killing, to
live.

Cortes was aware that Pauline was
near by and probably looking on. The
thought in some way nerved him power-
fully. She should not see Louis Doucet
vanquish him; he would show her that
a Spaniard for once was superior to a
Frenchman.

Doucet had no such extra stimulus;
but his was an iron frame, and his cool-

ness and courage needed no aid when a
Spaniard dared cross weapons with him.
With the dexterity drawn from long
practice and with the fierce fury of
young tigers thirsting for each other's
blood, they struggled back 'and forth
and round and round, while their com-
panions, fighting quite as madly, swept
on down the street, leaving them to oc-

cupy the already corpse cumbeied and
blood stained ground. In those days
soldiers of the better class knew the use
of the sword and were overproud of the
knowledge. Under the excitement and
exhilaration of a hand to hand combat
the accomplished swordsman always feels
that his strength is doubled; but the pe-

culiar circumstances attending the strug-
gle between Cortes and Doucet added
immeasurably to this feeling. Each
found the other an antagonist whoso
vigor and swiftness made every moment
a crisis, and whose steadfast gaze caught
in advance every motion of wrist or
body. Cortes, in what may be safely
called a way, recalled in
the midst of the fight what he had said
to Pauline about sacrificing life, and even
his honor, to serve her. Strange that at
the same time he could see, by indirect
vision, just beyond Doucet a dead man
lying on the sand in the road. The face
was upturned and distorted, the arms
outstretched. Like a dark shadow shot
across his brain tho thought: "Shall I
soon be lying here in that condition?"
It was not startling, it was more like an
idle waft of suggestion, gone as soon as
it came.

Both men became aware presently that
the cannonading had ceased and that tho
rattle of muketry was no longer heard.
A great calm had fallen after the storm

the battle was over and the Spanish, to
the number of 1,800, had surrendered
themselves prisoners of war.

One Spaniard, however, was not yet
conquered; one Frenchman was still bat-
tling for victorv.

CHAPTER V.

TJie Spaniard's blade found abloody sheath.
Louis Doucet was the better swords-

man, it appeared, when it came to the
test of endurance and steadfastness of
attention. It must have been that the
knowledge of Paulino's presence and the
thoughts engendered by the probability
that she was witnessing the struggle
somewhat distracted the nerve of Cortes,
or it may have been the persistence of
tho dead man in lying theio in the sand
in the line of his vision, for ho at last
lost his guard and the quick point of
Doucet's sword pierced his breast. Ho
scarcely felt the wound, however, and
quickly springing back he recovered him-
self and made a furious rush upon his
antagonist.

It was at this moment that Doucet's
eyes in some way caught a glimpse of
Pauline's face as she stood in the low,
dark doorway of the cabin. The glanco
cost him clear. With the celerity of light
the Spaniard's blade found a bloody
sheath.

Out from the doorway sprang the young
girl, letting go a short wail and holding
up her white arms as she flung herself
between the bleeding men. The dona
followed, calling upon the Virgin and lay-

ing hold of Cortes with a desperate en-

ergy.
It was too late now to renew the fight,

for the loss of blood was making tho
limbs of Cortes sink under liim. He turned
blind and fell upon the sand pale and
motionless.

Pauline had but time to throw her arms
about her lover and call him by name,
when he, too, sank down with the bicod
spurting from his wound.

Bienville, accompanied by a number of
officers and a squad of soldiers for body
guard, came along the street a little later
and found the two women nursing the
heads of the fallen men. He halted and
made some inquiries, then ordering a
surgeon and some attendants to remain
and examine further, he passed on, going
to have a conference with the Compte de
Champmeslin.

Dona Hortense-begge- d the surgeon to
order the bleeding men taken to her bouse.
She led the way, praying as she went.

Poor Pauline had fainted and was borne
along in the arms of a stalwart soldier.
It was a strange procession moving
through the silent storm shattered town.

It is recorded that Louis Doucet and
Capt. Cortes both recovered; but Doucet
was never afterward able to be a soldier,
though he lived to be a very old man.
He and Pauline were married at Mobile
by a priest called Father Roman, asd
soon afterward they returned to France
and made their home in Provence amid
the scenes of their childhood and in the
very bouse made holy to them by their
betrothal. The legend further aaya that
their children numbered eleven, serves
of which were soo$, the others, pream-abi- j,

were girls.
The subsequent career cf Captgorjgf

is not certainly loown. but In an old
though not weirautbenrfcated chronicle
preserved at Senile mention i made of
an ouker of that name who, "after val-hu- u

service in the FlorWas and m maar
other countries wherein be followed the
Holy Cross, was granted an estate in
Mexico near by Vera Cruz. wbre he
Ixvejlsad jjiedjunaarrje. awaj trae

to nis King ana to tne noiy cnurch, and
it was the proceeds of his estate, be-

queathed for the purpose, that built the
Convent of the Sacred Heart."

Recently, while sojourning in Pensa-
cola I spent some golden April days,
with the record in my hand, trying to

as near as possible, the exact spot
whereon Doucet and Cortes fought and
felL If ever you chance to visit that
picturesque and charming little city by
the gulf, it may please you to walk up
the main street toward the site of the old
fort on the hill. When you reach a rather
narrow, flower fringed cross street about
half way on your journey, turn into it to
the right and go forward until you come
to a small garden on the left. On the
flank of this garden, or fiewer plot, you
will see a low, home like, old fashioned
cottage, over whose wide veranda climbs
a rose vine of wonderful luxuriance heavy
with masses of strangely fragrant roses.

Standing on the sidewalk nearly in
front of this cottage, turn your face to-

ward the bay and let your eyes seek and
rest upon the tallest spire in sight. This
done, let your gaze fall straight down
until it reaches the ground some ten
yards in front of you. That is the spot.
Near by is a mulberry tree, a little be-

yond stands a clump of oleander with a
hedge of spirea and crape myrtle strag-
gling away from it. You will feel the
breeze from the buccaneer islands blow-
ing over you, a mockingbird will sing in
tho moss hung live oak yonder, the bay
will glimmer and toss its foaming waves,
and over all will hang a sky as blue and
pure as that of Provence itself.

One hundred and seventy years may
not be a large part of the past, but cer-
tainly large enough to have compassed
the growth of the greatest nation of the
earth. If in telling this story I liare pre-
served one incident of that hhory , surely
the telling has not been in vain. Such
bits of romance serve to show us how far
our civilization is removed from that
which molded the lives and directed the
loves of those whose fortunes I have
found it a pleasure to record.

THE EXD.

Unsafe.
Some people seem to have a special

faculty for bumping their heads, stub-
bing their toes and falling over things.
With the Vernons this might fairly have
been called a family trait. The father,
tho daughter and the two boys literally
went stumbling through the world, Mrs.
Vernon herself being the only one whose
feet did not appear to be all the time
standing in slippery places.

Once there was a singular crisis of
accident in tho family, a veritable epi-

demic as it were.
Mr. Vernon gave himself a black eye on

the corner of the basement door, coming
up from a visit to the furnace; Hattie, in
opening the stubborn sliding doors of the
library, was thrown against the wall in
their sudden liberation under her efforts
and hurt her forehead; John rushed
against his bedroom door in the darkness
on his way for his slippers, and was up-

set with bruises, and Frank tripped over
the attic threshold and fell down the
attic stairs.

Mrs. Vernon administered arnica and
sympathy for two days; then she quietly
made a trip to the upholsterer's, and
one evening that same week, when her
family arrived from office and school,
they found portieres instead of doors all
through the house.

"They are very pretty, mamma," said
her husband, "but why such a sudden
innovation?"

"I've long wanted them myself," an-

swered Mrs. Vernon, "but I felt at last
that they had become a necessity. Dear,
literal old Mrs. Hotchkins was in to see
me the day after you all got hurt, and I
was giving her an account of your woes,
and she said: 'Well, now, I must say,
Mis' Vernon, that with a family like
yours, doors are dretful dangerous things
to have in the house!' "

"And so," laughed her husband, "the
portieres are put in to protect us from
the dangerous doors!" Youth's Com-
panion.

Children of the Future.
It is a dreadful point about microbes

that tho only way to avoid having them
in a virulent form is to have them in an
artificial or attenuated form. The chil-
dren of tho future will not run through
the present gamut of infantile disease,
but they will probably bo subjected to
inoculation with various microbes every
few months. Firot, they will be vacci-
nated for smallpox; when they have re-

covered from that they will be taken to
a Pasteur institute to have a mild form
of rabies. Next they will be given a dose
of the comma bacilli to prevent cholera,
and so on through all the evergrowing
series of disease microbes. Oh! luckless
child of the future! you will never be ill
and never be well; your health will bo
awfully monotonous: you will never
know tho weariness of the first night of
measles, when it was so nice to lie in
mother's lap and feel her cool hand on
your forehead; you will never know the
joya of convalescence, when oranges
were numerous and every ono was kind
to you because you were not well; and
your end will be to die of debility. How
glad we are that we live in the present,
with all its ups and downs of health to
lend variety to life and death. Hospital.

Splitting Diamond.
"Do you know that a diamond has a

grain or cieaTage just the same tut a
piece of wood, mineral or crystalline
substance?"' said a diamond broker to a
reporter. "It is possible to split or di-

vide one into two or more pieces. Some-
times a large piece is removed at once
from a gem by splitting-- , but it is a pro-
cess attended with much risk.

"To accomplish this the stone is care-
fully studied, and. iu line of cleavage
ascertained, it is placed in hardened ce-

ment, in Uwj proper position, and the
sharp edge of a steel chtl rssesibbng a
razor is carefully ad juried so that the
division wiU be at the points desired, and
a smart rap with a hammer is given it.
Perhaps no more cosily blow may be
struck in iny mechanical work than
this, for in manipulating a large dia-

mond, if it is untkiUfsDr given, a gem
of several thousand dollars value will oe
sojlad."" New York Mail tad Exprsss.

LIGHT MtQ AIRY.

TfLat ir?
"Oh, Frtci. dtzs, tt&1 is rweptr"

8tej treat &;).
Til expiate," I laid, "fair XaapHtesspC;" i

Bo 1 pfauMd axr rta rurf hsr O act?.
For joo m we rs t to : trpc
Bat is mee sfaufed rreasO
AW 1 nw h awr go uBSK Vu tipt ,

b &,-
- 1&L W5Xtst a j

THE WICHITA 0YEEALL AM) SHIRT MMIACTUEIM C0

JLOTOFACrURERS AKD JOBBERS OF

Overalls, Jeans. Cassimere and Cottonade Pants; Duck Lined Coats and Tests;
Fancy Flannel and Cotton Overshirts; Canton Flannel

Undershirts, Drawers, F.tc.

Factory and Salesroom 139 X. Topeka, Wichita. Correspondence Solicited.

Wholesale and Retail

Anthracite and B
AXJ) : AT.T. : KIXJDS : OF : BUILJI2SG : JfATERIAZ.

Main Office 112 Sonth Fourth Avenue. Branch Office 133 ZSortb. 3Iain Street
Yards connected with all railroads in the city

THREE FORMS.

STANDARD,

HOWE AjSTD

FAIRBANKS!

TThea ordering state 71IA.T form is
tranted.

J. O. DAYTDSOK. President. W. T. BABCOCK. Ylea Pr!deat.
TilOS. O. flTCH, Secretary and Treasurer.

DAVIDSON INVESTMENT COMPANY.

PAID-U- P CAPITAL $300,000.

DrRECTORS John Ouincy Adams, John C. Derst, Chas- - C. IFood, O. A.
Walker, Thos." Cr. Fitch, John E. Sanford, VT. T. Buckner,

"W. F. Stanley, and J. O. DaTidson.

$5,000,000 LOATED IN SOUTHERN KANSAS.
toney always on Hand for IinproTed Farm and City Loans.

Office with Citizens Bank, cor. Main and Dongas, Wichita, Kan

THE WICHITA EAGLE
JIT. JIT. Murdoch ii Jro., Proprietors.

PRINTERS, BINDERS AND BLANK BOOK MIS.

All kinds of county, township and school district
records and blanks. Letral blanks of every des-

cription. Complete stock of Justice's dockets and
blanks. Job pnutinjr of all kinds. "Wo bind law

and medical journals and muazlne periodicals of all
kinds at prices as low as Chicago and IS'ew York and

guarantee, work just as ffood. Orders sent by mall
will be carefully attended to. Address all business to

R. P. JrURDOCK, Business Manager.

No About Her.
He (r.fter being acoepted) And what

kind of a ring am I to buy for you, my
darling?

She Well, I like the one I woro last
year ever to much. I will give you
Charlie's address. Perhaps you will l

able to buy tho tiokot from him at a bar
gain. Epoch.

Her Mother's Ghottt.
A marriage which was to have taken

place at Campden the other night, waa
interrupted in an unexpected way. The
contracting parties, Henry Brown and
Miss Mary Morgan, stood before Rev. Mr.
Clayton, preparatory to becoming man
and wife. A portion of the service had
been already read, about fifty wirnoaaaa
being present, when the bnde uttered a
loud scream. All eyes were immediately
fixed upon her. She was setn to raise
her hand and point toward a corner of
the church. The next moment sho fell
on the floor in a &woon and had to bts

carried out. Physicians worked with
her for nearly an hour before she was
restored to consciousness. When fully
recovered she gave a curious explanation
of her conduct. Her mother, who died
four months ago, was oppose'! to her
marriago with Brown. Tho marriage
was for a time delayed, but after Mrs.
Morgan's death arrangement for it wore
pushed. Miss Morgan says that just
when sho was about to pronounce the
binding words she raised lier eyes and
sawr her mother's ghost: then hhe faiat'jd.
The wedding was postponed for aeverai
days. New York Journal.

at Oh.
"I think that's a very pretty piece oi ma-

gic," he remarked, self cmnptuceoSlr, after be
had thrummed away at the paao for fifteen
minute. "Which part do you ha tastr

"The part you didn't piar," replied tbo f&tr
girl, aad be went forth into the world, for h
ksmTv he hadn't tfas gatt of a chance ta?r.

Lavs-rane- American.

She Itl Him Up to It.
Tramp Xadam. bare yon anything for

me thus morning
HottfteOTife We're a htl! tOBMrttaag; in the

barrel : bat I ant afraid rt a heavy aj food.
Tramp sauiing) I think I oae ftgtt it,

madam. Where m the barrol?
Hoofeewife Hitched to the gtta. Pnok.

Terx High Art.
Mrs. Kawiar Wnat ktobt tan doiag now,

iLrs. StAyrttbocn!
ifrs. Sfcejataome He. O, he Ur, ny-tictn- c

high art at prwmt.
Mr. 3L Iadei?
"Ye, be is doing ceiling patat4a." Latt- -

Stop --Cixstt
Chronic Cough Now;
For If too J n-- It zavr berae ear , r inumption. frfula.fwral IbUUy ; 1 II attiwj lHawu.re 1 ;&&'.& is I tn '

!

COTT
1

j Of Pare Cod JArer Oil and j

; HYPOPHOSPH1TES
5 cr X.Lx .rtl i

" - m vbm ucii ramy t

)

cott's Emulsion
iTsr.znytmttuitmn, Cr fc yij 1

Dealer in all kinds of

itnminous Coa

SPECIAL.
i Our Scale Books are Printed on Good

Paper.
JPHICJB LIST:

Single Book $ 75
Throe Books 2 00
Sis Books 3 75
Single Book by mail, prepaid 85

Address,
THE WICHITJi EAGLE,

Wichita, Kansas,
B. P. ATURDOCK, Business Manager.
rr Orders by mall promiulT iwm!1 to

MISSOURI :- -: PACIFIC

RALLWAY

The most popnlar routo to Kanaai
'itr, St. LouU and Chicago and all

I'ofntb EujH ud 'orth, also to Hot
springs. Ark., r Orloane, Florida,
and all points South and Southuast.

SOLID DAILY THAIK8
-- UETTfnEN-

St. Louis, Kansas City, Pueblo

and Denver,
-- WITH-

Pnllman Buffet Sleeping Cars
-- TA TH- E-

COLORADO SHORT LINE

The Shortest Jtouto to BL Loui.

LY TRAiNS-- 5

KANSAS 0ITY TO ST- - LOUIS.

Pullman BuDot Sleeping Cars.
2rue Hoclinlatf Chair Cars.

H C TOWNSEND

MMH

frrr"? tt. vt- - r&nM&XjinO'jTZ.

Qicap, Hoc! Mai & Pacific Bj.
2arludine XJsea Et cwl "Wt ijf lh XUcinri"iUvr Tfce XHrct Vxr.t f, aad Item CHIC AOO.

BOCK 78JLAXD. DATJEWTORT. DIM X.OZUHM.
OOVXCTi AL.XTZTK. WATTXItrXTt '. BKJT73C
FAxxa. KixirzAi-oxi-a ht jaui rr o- -
EFII. US. A VTOTWOXTX. KAKIAacrrr, tojzka. xmxrxa. cglqvuldq nrstoam4 PCJSIX. ?R'''a!airCbairCrs to&4SrosB CJIXCAOO CALTiWXU ICJTZHTSKjTt
aad ZOtOE CITT 4 Vac BUrota rn V- -
tWMaCinCAnfinrurri ..lnwMHvu'v
Bi-- r rlom to aoa. Irwa srsainirsrejt j tt
SOLID YESFBULE EXPRESS TRAIHS
at Taratjfc Coach mr-tr- . a4 Wnto Camnr .n cKiCAao, ass xonraa. covs-ct- i.Bzrrra uo oxaiia. &d Tr juiicj
Chair C brt-- CKJCAOO ant D13rV3E
OOLORAOO SP2KJ03 as4 VVXXLQ. rta Bt. Joe-et- a.

o Kutti ottr aad 7s.u. XxewnJoaattr. TiUi ClucAo of Xoala be tad Iran Baitlt. rUaa4. Iah Aarelea m& Bt rraacUoo.
Tha TAiw la, u, m trtna 7TX' ?X.taw. Oar4a of tte OvU. Um Sa&Kariua. aad
Bcenio Grandeur bt Cotonuia,

Via Tho Albort Lea Routo.
BoHO. Expreei Trataa dattr Urtweea Chr9 ts4
22iQ-K- j4 fK. JmO. 1712000 II 2-- .;

Cbir Car TTCIL7.' U cad Swu laoe
Xnrisla and Xaaaaa Ct-- Tarvaas Caalr Car aad
B".T Vrfw- -i 3arJ. eartt uu &ad Sfceua
7 Ti XLArfc !&. Ti r XJi m

etrrV7Kx. Ste-x- x 7sJ. bBnmatrr!Usm msJ
Har.Tta.g aad TUbmt Ocv-af- mi U 2f erUsvaat.

The abort XJae tU a4 ZraVV agert
fxeSttt to tr-r- to ruttf frea ZneUa&ss-eB- Ctn
rteinrtl ea4 at&r m a yn

:&. Zti&an. ar Or4 hafer-tto- c.

appty at aay Cggyaa "a-d- Oftw. ec ae
E.ST.JOHH, JOHN SEBAST1AH

GcsrtZCasarer OalTW. & ya, Art--
CJIXCAOO il--U

to weak mm
EaS-ris- - frens lit el ef yeatS w rmea, ear

;rt---sUr- a r fceaae fw. FREE X
rftrtiAU mtAiiau Wi U r4U . m7sua via U ccrraaa a&4 I Wii
2TO& 1C. yOYTUai, HooCna, n.

V


